
The comtcall Tit's tone of 

Tor. Goe in N’errijfa . 

Giuc order to my (eruants, that they take 
no note atjjl of our being abfent hence, 
nor you Lorenzo, fejftca nor you. 

Loren. Your husband is at hand, I heare his trumpet, 
vve are no tell-tales Madame, fcare you not. 

Por. This night me thinks is but the day light ficke, 
it lookes a little paler, fis a day, 
fuch as the day is when the funne is hid. 

Lr.terBaftirno, Anthonto , Grattan o, and their 
followers . ' 

Baft. We fhould hold day with the Antipodes, 
if you would walkc in abfence of the funne. 

'por. Let me giue light, but let me not be light, 
for a light wife doth make a heauie husband, 
and ncucr be Baftanio Co for me, 
but God fort all : you arc welcome home my Lord. 

’Baft. I thank you Madam, giue welcome to my friend, 
this is the man, this is Anihomo, 
to whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Tor. You fhould in all fence be much bound fo him, 
for as I heare he was much bound for you. 

tAfoth. No more then I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe s 
it muffsppearc in other wayes then words, 
therefore Iftant this breathing curtefie. 

Cftct, By yonder mbone I fweafe.you doe m$ wrong, 
infajth I gaue it to the fudges Clarke, 
would he were gelt that had it for my part, 
finee you dpc take it Louc fo much at hart. 

Por. A quarrel! hoc already, what’s the matter t 

G rati. About a hoopc of gold, a paltry ring 
that foe did giue me, whofe pofie was 
for all the world like Cutlers poetry , 
vpon a knife, Louie me, and leant me not. 

L(er. What talkeyou of the pofie orthc valcw J 
You fvvore to me when I did giue-ycu, 


m of Venice, 

that you would weare it till vour houre of death, 

and that it fhould lie with you in your graue, 

though not forme, yet for your vehement oathes, "* 

you foould haue beene refpeaiue and hauc kept it. 

Gaue it a Iudges Clarke : no Gods my lodge -j~ 

the Clarke will nere wcarc haire ons face that had it. 

Gra; He will, and if he Hue to be a man. 

Nerrifta . I, ifa woman Hue to be a man. 

Gra. Now by this hand I gaue it to a youth, 
a find ofboy, a Httle ferubbed boy, 
no higher then thy felfe, the Iudges Glarke, 
a prating boy that begd it as a fee, 

I could not for my hart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I muft be plaine with you, 
to part fo flightly with your wiues firft gift, 
a thing (luck on with oaths vpon your finger, 
and foriueted with faith vnto your flefh. -f- 

I gaue my Loue a ring, and made him fweare 
neuer fo part with it, and hecre he (lands : 

I dare be fworne for him he would not leaue it, 
nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
that the world maiflers. Now in faith Cjratiano . 
you giuc your wife too vnkind a caufe of griefo, 
and twere to me I fhould be mad at it. 

Baft, Why I were befl to cut my left hand off, 
and fweare 1 loft the ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Baftanio gaue his ring away 
vnto the fudge that begd it, and indeede 
deferu’d it to : and then the boy his Clarke 
that tooke forne paines in writing, he begd mine, 
and neither man nor maifter would take ought 
but the two rings. 

"Por. What ring gaue you my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you reccau’d of me. 

Baft, /f I could add a lie vnto a fault, 

Iwoulddenyit;butyoufee myfingcr- 

hath not the ring vpon it, it is gone. , 

Per. 
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